V

A COMPROMISE IS ARRANGED

IT was into a world of doubt and sick oppressiveness that
Antonius woke. What was he doing? He was playing
a fool's game. He didn't want Caesar's place; he wouldn't
know what to do with it if he had it. Power, which seemed
so glorious when he was a subordinate, was now seen as
something threatening, a horrible isolation of fear and
responsibility, a voice that would sound forever into a man's
ear until, mad with sleeplessness, he would die. The con-
spirators were right; no single man should dominate the
State utterly, for no man dare. Caesar was a mere freak;
and anyhow he had wanted to get away to the Parthian
War, for command in the campaigning field was a different
matter. The quicker Caesar was forgotten the better for
everyone. The problem for Antonius was simply to save
himself from being crushed.

Fulvia was watching him with her dark eyes as he sat up
in bed. He stretched himself and kicked the bedclothes off
his naked body, stripping her at the same time. She made
no complaint. Antonius thumped vigorously on his hairy
chest and called for wine. A boy entered with a decanter
and cups on a tray. Antonius drank, beating lightly at his
chest, his head thrown back.

"Hirtius will be here soon with the news that Decimus
Brutus has renounced Cisalpine Gaul," said Fulvia, refusing
a drink.

Antonius felt courage return. At least he would get a good
province out of the muddle. He would have it given for five
years by a special dispensation like that with which Caesar
had begun in Gaul,

" I'll make them give me both Gauls for five years."
right."